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THE PUBISHER'S CORNER 


THE ODD COUPLE 


When A1 Goldstein crawled into the room on his hands and knees, his 270 
pounds of blubber reminiscent of the body of an aging fat walrus, I assumed 
he had come to give me head. Instead, he tearfully pleaded with me to 
publish NATIONAL SCREW. 

The idea of a slick magazine devoted to the premise that sex is fun and 
often very funny was an appealing one. I recalled a recent visit to Elysium, 
the nudist camp in Topanga Canyon, California, where Jackie Davison 
asked me: ‘ ‘Why do people always seem so serious during the act of sex? 
Fucking should be a happy experience.” 

I agree. NATIONAL SCREW is going to take the groan and the grunt out 
of groin action. In its place we will offer you good healthy laughter. 

This is not just another "tits and ass” magazine. That would hold no 
particular attraction for me. 

I’m not a mood maker. I’m an earth shaker. 

I don’t write about history. I make it. 

A reader wants to know who I am. 

I’m the fellow who, 20 years ago, launched the sexual revolution when I 
published a collection of essays by Dr. Albert Ellis titled Sex Without Guilt — 
and particularly his first chapter, “New Light On Masturbation.” 

(Esquire wouldn’t take an ad for it, saying it was “too pro-sex.” But it 
was the first sex book ever to be advertised openly in the New York Times. 
And the first book to advocate masturbation as being both normal and 
healthy.) 

A short time later I defied the U.S. Post Office ban against sending birth 
control information through the mails. This was then a serious crime. Again 
it was a book by Dr. Ellis, The Art and Science of Love, which contained a 
complete chapter on the subject. We told the P.O. we thought it was time to 
change the machinery that allowed the Catholic church storm troopers to 
dictate what other people could read. The P.O. backed down and that was 
the end of that. 

Years ago in New York City, men went to jail for selling simple photo¬ 
graphs of nude women whose pubic hair hadn't been airbrushed out. 
Sentences averaged one year. I openly defied the law by publishing Sun- 
Warmed Nudes —a collection of totally nude beautiful women with thick 
pubic bushes as photographed by Andre de Dienes. 

I destroyed the U.S. Customs ban against bringing in "pornographic lit¬ 
erature’ ’ when, with the aid of then Attorney General Robert Kennedy, I 
forced the release by Customs officials of 7,000 copies of Kama Kala they 
were holding and threatening to destroy. And that was the end of the 
Customs ban. 

Eight years ago I told a young lady who worked for me that I wanted her 
to write a book. ‘ ‘ I want you to make cocksucking respectable in America, ’ ’ 1 
told her. Thus The Sensuous Woman was born. The book made cocksucking 
respectable not only in America but in fourteen nations throughout the 

And that is but a small part of it all. I’m a “breakthrough” publisher. I 
pioneer rather than imitate. And in everything I have done in publishing I 
have tried to set an example of courage in action. 

Freedom of the press is not a theory. It cannot survive if what is published 
is limited to material approved by the establishment. 

Freedom of the press means the freedom to publish anything short of 
libel. 

In our case it means daring to do what others would like to do. 

That’s NATIONAL SCREW. 


Our Master’s Voice 


You may wonder who that rotund and bloated bit of excreta on the oppo¬ 
site page is, but it’s none other than the P.T. Barnum of book publishing 
and the Reverend Ike of atheists, Lyle Stuart. Lyle’s first big hit as a book 
publisher was that memorable classic, Winning Dutch Windmills on a Bet. 
His next big socko success was titled, If This Is Page 360, Why Don’t I Read 
Like Dostoevsky. His newest contribution to the world of publishing has just 
appeared on the best-seller list: How Pussy Eaters Can Grow Hair On Their 
Tongues In Three Easy Lessons. 

Lyle Stuart is to book publishing what enemas are to hygiene—messy, 
but necessary evils. Since he owns 50 per cent of the action in NATIONAL 
SCREW, we will have to suffer through his shrill monologues in order to get 
to the really good content—ME. This is our third issue of NATIONAL 
SCREW and our print run has already gone up 50 per cent. People are 
ecstatic over the contents of this witty, yet flaky, new men’s magazine. In 
this issue, we get even better (or is it worse?). We give you an inside peek at 
Andy Warhol and show you photos of the water sports of Hustler publisher, 
Larry Flynt, as he auditions to be a whale in the remake of the movie Jaws. 
Showing that class and ass can make it side by side, we have the famous 
Will Eisner joining the already fantastic Wally Wood as our cartoon 
mavens. You’ll find out how to lick assholes while doing crossword puzzles. 
You’ll find out what famous people say before they croak so you can plan 
your script and, in short, laugh your way to your next coronary or 
ejaculation. 


You know the why. What about the who? 



As I promised last month, it’s time to introduce you to some more of the 
people responsible for this publishing putsch. While none of them are used 
to the limelight, and deservedly so, they do at times resemble functioning 
human beings, and for that they deserve mention. Associate Editor Mara 
Mills, for instance, in addition to her ability to turn simple English into 
convulsively convoluted constructions, serves occasionally as a handsome 
bookend. Her counterpart in the art department, Scott MacNeill, has 
distinguished himself in the world of publishing by his ability to remember, 
at least once a month, the difference between a pen and a pencil, even 
though he is rarely able to achieve a straight line with either. And then 
there is Yossarian, Special Projects Editor, whose contribution to each issue 
of NATIONAL SCREW consists of entertaining us all with fractured 
versions of rare Donny Osmond songs. To round out our crew of quasi- 
competents, there is Copy Editor Paul Bresnick. Contrary to the standards 
of most copy editors, who strive for perfection, classically trained Paul takes 
the Socratic view that perfection is a fit goal for gods only, and that it would 
be impertinent for mere humans to have similar aims. Thus, any typos in 
NATIONAL SHREW [sick] are to be seen not as mistakes, but as profound 
affirmations of fallable humanity. 


—Lyle Stuart 


—A1 Goldstein 
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w RANDY 

Photo essay by James Hamilton 
A picture book of earthly 
delights with illustrations. 
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I THE QUALITY 
1 OF LIFE 

Cartoon by Will Eisner 
Sex, murder, mugging, 
perversion and passion. A look 
at the better side of life. 
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'SNAKEMAN 

Cartoon by Walter Gurbo 
Turning over yet another ne 



Profile by Victor Bockris 
Photography by 
Christopher Makos 
Super-hip goes super-slick for 


on The Factory’s assembly line. 

I GOODBYE CRUEL 
Iv7 WORLD 

ListbyTuli Kupferberg 
And other last words people 
were dying to say. 


Parody by Dean Latimer 
1977 paranoia exposed. 
Remember: you caught it first 
from NATIONAL SCREW 


Collage by Scott MacNeill 
Legend by Mara Mills 
Our Associates come up with 
the original wet dream. 




Article by Paul Bresnick 
If you’ve contemplated suicide, 
here’s what you might have to 
look forward to. 


Article by Trixie A. Balm 
We interrupt this magazine to 
bring you the latest static in 
rock ’n’ roll. 


Photo essay by John Kirk 
She used to be a Vegamatic, 
now she's an Acujack! 


”1 f THE DISPARAGED 
Jhm DRAFTSMAN 

Parody by Robert Romanoli 
A passionately told story of art 
gone astray. 
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HOT TYPE 


by Manny Neuhaus 
Here lies what Walter Lippman 
would call a nuisance dedicated 
to sanity. 



Society page by Al Goldstein 
Hustler’s fashion setter Larry 
Flynt models the wet look in 
weddings. 
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WILL THE REAL FU 
MANCHU PLEASE 
GET IT UP? 


Fiction by Al Hazrad 
We bought this because we 
thought it was about Swine Fu. 
But it isn't. 



Article by Jim Hoberman 
For the first time since the 
comic code of the early ’50’s, 
comic degeneracy rears its ugly 
head. 



Photo essay by Dan Zackary 
There’s nothing special about 
her. There’s nothing tasteful 
about her either, which is why 
we know you’ll love it. 


£m\ THE PLIGHT OF 
■ VF HARRY REEMS 

Update by M.V. Clayton 
One man’s meat is another 
man’s conspiracy. 



Article by John Holmstrom 
Lettering by Robert Romanoli 
These bozos have the weirdest 
typewriter we’ve ever seen. 


f HOT OFF 
KjM* THE SHIT LIST 

A compendium of dip-shits and 
ass-lickers. 



Article by Mark Swain 
A devote follower of the nether 
cult, Swain exposes the 
long-hidden history of ass 
consumption. 
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FROM THE PAST 

Column by J.J. Kane 
Betty Page locked up her next 
door neighbor and lost the key. 

93 

DRUID 

Cartoon by Al Sirois 
Putting a little English on the 
ball. 


IftZL MALICE IN 
J M WONDERLAND 



Cartoon by Wallace Wood 
What does a bearded clam have 
to do with Lewis Carroll? 
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Randy’s an animated 
picture book 



mu 




“I’ve always had a hankering for using my body as a canvas. 
You could call it a desire to express myself physically.” 











Randy’s body tells wonderful, magical stories— 
for those close enough to read the fine print. 
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Warhol inThree Pieces 
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' Phot^rCphs byChristopher Makes 
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GOODBYE CRUEL WORLD... 

and other last words people were dying to say. 

From The Worst of Everything by Tuli Kupferberg 


asked on scaffold if he had anything to say): “No.” 

George C. Atcheson, Jr. (as plane crashed near 
Hawaii): “Well, it can’t be helped.” 


Jean de la Barre (executed in 1766 at the age of 19 for 
mutilating a crucifix): “I did not think they would put a 
gentleman to death for such a trifle." 



George Appell (a convicted murderer, as he was 
strapped into the Chicago electric chair): “Well, folks, 
you are about to see a baked Appell.” 

Don Byrne (killed in an auto accident): “I think I’ll go 
for a drive before dinner. Anyone come along? 

Hart Crane (as he jumped overboard): “Goodbye, 
everybody!” 

Cuban chief (being exhorted to change his faith by 
Spaniards): “I thank my gods that I am going, as you 
say, to hell, for there I shall, at any rate, meet no 
Christians. ” 

® 


Anne Boleyn (kneeling to the beheading block.in 
1536, clasping her neck in her hands): “It is small, 
very small indeed. ” 

Madame Elizabeth, sister of Louis XVI (on the 
scaffold): “In the name of modesty, cover my bosom. ” 



Vachel Lindsay (suicide with delirium of persecution): 
“They tried to get me; I got them first. ” 



Barney Barnato (before jumping overboard): “IVhnt’s 







Ned Kelly, Australian desperado (as the hangman 
adjusted the noose around his neck): “Oh well, that’s 
life I suppose." 

Capt. L.E.G. Oates of the ill-fated Scott Polar 
Expedition, 1912: “I am just going outside and may be 



Adolph Fischer, Haymarket anarchist (as the 
hangman’s cap was placed over his face): “Don’t draw 
it so tight. I can’t breathe. . .. This is the happiest 
moment of my life. ” 

Paul Pestel, Russian revolutionist (when rope broke by 
which he was to be hanged): “Stupid country where 
they do not know even how to hang." 

Sir Walter Raleigh (to the axe of his executioner): 

“Tis a sharp medicine but a sound cure for all 
diseases. ” 

James Scott, Duke of Monmouth (headsman, being 
unnerved, inflicted several blows before the head was 
severed): “There are six guineas for you and do not 
hack me as you did my Lord Russell. I have heard you 
struck him three or four times. My servant will give 
you more gold if you do your work well. ” 

Henry Turrenne (just before being struck by a 
cannonball): “I do not mean to be killed today." 



Wing Commander Patty Finucane, WWII RAF (over 
radio as his Spitfire plunged into the English 
Channel): “This is it, chaps." 



Anonymous (scribbled on a wall in Pompeii): “Then all William Palmer, the Rugely poisoner (as he stepped 
grew silent." on the trap of the gallows): “Are you sure it’s safe?” 







AFTERLIFE STUDIES 


Whoopee! 
WeVe All Gonna Die 


by Paul Bresnick 













































By far the most “scientific” investi¬ 
gation into the possibility of life after 
death has been done by Dr. Karlis Osis, 

the American Society of Psychical Re¬ 
search in New York. For almost 20 
years, Dr. Osis has been gathering and 

trends and patterns which might throw 
light on the possibility of post-mortem 
survival.” In his monograph, “Death¬ 
bed Observations by Physicians and 

and graphs, Osis tabulated by computer 
• ^ with 640 doctors and nurses 


;d by Moody and Kubler- 
it element, according to Osis, 

hallucinatory figures and also their 
more or less apparitional nature.” The 
phrase “apparitional nature” seems to 
imply that these figures are some kind 
of ghosts. “In most cases the patient’s 
perception of and response to the actual 
environment was intact during the 
experiencing of the hallucinatory 
visitor.” Osis emphasizes that patients 
whose brains were impaired by high 
fever or disease reported fewer visions 
than those who were fully alert at death. 
Furthermore, he found that drugs 
administered to terminal patients 

their visions. “The sick-brain hypothe¬ 
ses we considered do not explain the 
visions,” says Osis. He even tabulated 
physiological, cultural, and personality 
variables to see if they had any 


xes; physiological factors 
of illness; and beyond 
;vels and denominational 
differences.... It might well be that this 
type of experience even goes beyond 
the individual himself and indicates an 
external activity presumably involving 
post-mortem existence of the dead.” 
Osis concludes that “so far it looks as if 
patterns are emerging consistent with 
survival after death.” 

Death research is going on with in¬ 
creasing intensity throughout the 
country. There are several centers that 
are already devoted to investigating 
death experiences, including the 
Division of Parapsychology at the 
University of Virginia Medical School 
and the Stanford Research Institute in 


jects published in the jouma 
atry. Dr. Stuart Twemlow, 
psychiatrist who has studie 
body experiences, has com 
guarded C c * i-L 


ne quite 


> early 


: more sophisticated si 
rt of this century, when one ingenious 
r claimed to have proven the 
; of the soul by weighing people 
before and after they died, and finding 
that in each case body-weight had 


diminished after death. Nevertheless, 
most orthodox medical people and 
researchers remain extremely skeptical. 

full-scale attacks until they can see the 
data that Kubler-Ross plans to publish 
next year. Still, says psychiatrist 
Charles Dahlberg of N.Y.U., “I don’t 
see how you can set up the control 
group needed to examine this subject 
scientifically. The afterlife is a matter of 
faith.” The Rev. Eugene Kennedy, a 
well-known Catholic psychologist and 
author, believes life beyond death will 
always remain “an untameable mys¬ 
tery.” He feels that “intimations of 
immortality don’t come from vaporous 

come the tragedies of life.” Others 
acknowledge the validity of the reported 
death experiences, but explain them in 
psychodynamic terms (e.g., the Freud¬ 
ian view that these experiences are 
merely projections by the brain that the 
human organism produces in order to 
cope with the approach of death, or the 
Jungian view that these visions are 
archetypical emergences of the collec¬ 
tive unconscious), or physiological 

in the brain—is often mentioned), or 
cultural terms (religious conditioning). 
At the Cancer Research Institute of the 
University of California, Dr. Charles 
Garfield reports that cases of near¬ 
attention, but he insists they are rare. 
“People are talking about this subject to 
a public that is thirsting for it,” Dr. 
Garfield says. “It’s not really fair. Soon 
you’ll get 6,000 grandmothers in Des 
Moines starting a cult.” 

death is not yet a proven scientific fact. 
But Moody, Kubler-Ross, Osis, and 

yet adequateh explained. And even if 
the enigma of the afterlife were to be 
fully resolved, there would still be 

is! of^ourse U the sex issue” is there any 
after death? And then there are some 
small theological matters. What are 

exist at all? And if there were no pearly 
be free to sin with impunity and forget 

entire heritage of Eastern and Western 
philosophy would have to be re¬ 
evaluated. 
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CRIME IS ONE OF the MOST POPULAR METHODS CITIZENS CM EMPLOY TO 
IMPROVE THElR QUAUT/OF LIFE/ THIS 16 SUPPORTED 0YTHE FACT THAT 
AMERICA'S PHENOMENAL RISE IN ITS STANPARPOEL1VIN6 OVER THE pAST 
THREE PECAPES WAS ACCOMPANIED E>V AN EQUALLY ENORMOUS CRIME 
RATE 6ROWTH/ HERE ARE SOME TYPES 

°o^u™ CAN ' MPfioVE1HE ^ v THE CRIME OF PAS5I0N 



THIS PROVES MANHOOP7 

oncf a citizen feels more 
masculine he Will Vote For 
a laroer. military puppet 
this mares more emplovmemt 

ANPAN IMPROVEPNATIONAL 

quality of life/ 











?OB0ERY 16 THE REDISTRIBUTION OF WEALTH ' EVIDENCE^ OF 




NoTe 

Stylistics Sho\W that robbers Spend their sudden 
vocalth on those segments of the economy that offer 
ways to improve our cjuality of life. 


' THIS CAN BE SEEN IN RECENT AMERICAN ECONOMIC HISTORY. 

BETWEEN I960 AND 1973 ROBBERY AND BURGLARY IN THE U.S 
ROSE ABOUT 20% WHILE ATTHE SAME T/ME THE NATION^ P 
CAPITA INCOME INCREASED IN ALMOST 
EQUAL PROPORTION/ 

...THIS DID 
WONDERS FOR 
OUR PEOPLE’S 
WAY OF 
LIFE !! * 




Since the Victim is usually richer 

THAN THE ROBBER HlS QUALITY Of 

life is usually improved/ 


noWthat 
he's Lost 
his 

money. 


His 

mistress 
u/ill go 
back to 
domestic 
Service- 
restoring 
her 

pride, 





SEXUAL OFFENSE 


IN 1973... AT THE PEAK OF THEiR SOCIAL LIBERATION 
AMERICAN WOMEN COMMITTED 3,648 OUT OF THE 43,364 
SEX 0FFEN5E6 RECORDED IN THE US. THAT YEAR.' 

THlS\A/AS AN INCREASE OVER THE PREVIOUS YEARS AND 
CLEAR EVIDENCE THAT FEMALE PARTICIPATION INSEX CRIMES 

is directly related to an improvedqualityof life. 



Male rapists are people \mho 
Buffer fromsurppressedanser. 

VICTIMS SHOULD BE ENC0URA6EPTO 
“ISiST SUFFICIENTLY 50 THAT 
IE ATTACKER^ LUST AND 
TENT RACE OR SEXUAL 
EPRIVATION IS SATISFIED/ 


FEMALE RAPISTS SHOULD 
BE ENC0URA6ED// A RAPED 

male is a Happy man 
...for his status 
A MON 6 His PEEPS 
Will RISE/ 


SEXUAL MOLESTATION 

women should be encourased 

To SEXUALLY MOLEST MEN .'/ THIS WILL 

make women feel more liberated. 
AND MEN MORE PESlRA&LE. 

BOTH CAN CONTRIBUTE TO A 
BETTER OUALlTy OF LIFE/ 





Betwixt the Lake Ontario and Erie there is a vast and prodigious column of water which falls 
down after a surprising and astonishing manner, inasmuch that the Universe does not afford a 
parallel. At the foot of the horrible descent, we meet the Niagra River, which is not above a 
quarter of a league broad, but is wonderfully deep in some places. The water falls from the 
horrible precipice to foam and boil after the most hideous manner imaginable, making an out¬ 
rageous noise more terrible than that of thunder. 

There is an old legend of these falls, that of the Maid in the Mist, a beauteous bride who, 
having fallen 167 feet, had died and since haunted the torrent of water. 

It was her honeymoon. Husband Moe had checked into the hotel, leered suggestively, and 
proposed a walk before bed. Hetty agreed, wishing to postpone the moment her mother had 
warned of, the ritual of marriage known as the taking of virginity. 

They walked to the falls, the water cascading powerfully in the gathering dark. Moe left her to 
go to the souvenir stand to buy a suitable memento for her to cherish. 

Hetty watched the water. Spewing forth with a terrible might, the water wakened hidden 
desires in her breast. It seemed an incredible flow of semen. She leaned toward the torrent, 
hearing the god-like moans coming from the depths. Hetty wanted to bathe her limbs in the 
onpouring rush, wanted to feel the male moisture between her breasts. She imagined the enor¬ 
mity of the penis capable of such immense ejaculation, and yearned to feel it between her thighs. 
Further and further she leaned, feeling droplets of the moisture on her face like a promise of 
unthwarted desire. 

The thrusting water overcame her and Hetty joined with the falls in a final overpowering 
scream. Moe returned, holding in hand his gift of a brass bookend stamped with a picture of the 
falls. All that was left was the sound of a woman's moans as she united with a power beyond 
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TELEVISION 
Live and in Color 


by Trixie A. Balm 


Sensation: art’s optimal effect. Television: to me the most effort¬ 
lessly sensational new band the ’70’s have thus far nurtured. A 
group which, in the course of three years, has continually, astound- 
ingly developed from a semicoherent convocation of musically un¬ 
hinged bedlamites with an urgent adolescent-rush approach—into 




















TELEVISION 
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Somewhat 

JAMIEB 


A Quality- 

Tested 

Doll 

Photos by John Kirk 












I f you saw Jamie walking 
down Main Street, you’d 
look, perhaps whistle,and 
think, “There goes some hunk of 
woman.” Right? Wrong! Jamie 
isn’t a woman at all. She's an 
excellent example of scientific 
ingenuity—a robot. 

Made of the finest grade lay- 
tex, Jamie’s skin is soft to the 
touch, and will never wrinkle. A 
built-in “emotionizer" causes 


the skin to take on color so she 
appears to react to sexual ca¬ 
resses with that slight redden¬ 
ing called "sexual flush.” She 
can also be made to blush, turn 
pale, or be covered with goose 
bumps—at a slightly higher 
price. 

Her hair, both on her head and 
pubis, is taken from some of the 
finest heads of Europe and im¬ 
planted so expertly that it actu¬ 


ally seems to grow. Jamie does 
not have underarm or leg hair 
since the manufacturers felt it 
would only get shaved off. 

Before Jamie leaves the fac¬ 
tory, she is quality-tested for 
reaction, manual dexterity, emo- 
ional sincerity, and sexual 
endurance. A special team of 
quality experts work closely 
with each robot to make sure her 


pleted. She must be able to 
laugh (especially at men’s 
jokes), cry (the water sacs are 
carefully hidden behind her eyes 
with minute tubes running to 
“tear ducts”), have multiple 
orgasms easily, and be able to 
manipulate a flaccid penis with 
expertise. Since most of the 
emotional machinery is built 
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Jamie’s skin is soft to the touch, and will never wrinkle. 






Jamie acts, talks, and thinks just like a real woman. 


continued 

space is left for programming of 
intellectual data. Jamie can 
make superficial conversation, 
especially cocktail party talk, 
has an excellent ability for dis¬ 
cussing fashions, department 
store costs, and recipes. If the 
owner wishes, the manufacturer 


will build in a “memory” unit so 
that Jamie would be able to 
remember and talk about current 
events and television programs. 
Programming of specific-inter¬ 
est information can also be had 
at an additional fee. So, if you're 
interested in scuba diving, your 
Jamie can be fed all the facts 


necessary. 

All in all, Jamie acts, talks, 
and thinks just like a real 
woman. In addition, she is dur¬ 
able, doesn’t grow old, and has 
a great capacity for service. 
$500,000, available from Miracle 
Made Corporation, 3 Yen Plaza, 
Tokyo, Japan. • 









He rented a small studio in the 
Village to begin his career. 


One day his books began to sell 
quite well. 


Until he was offered an executive 
position in a major design agency. 

<@> 



He tried to sell his books, but was 
forced to work as a street vendor. 



Soon Edward was swamped with 
work. The phone rang endlessly. 



And that, alas, mas the end of 
Edward. 
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1 "Ware not a loved 
1 paper But were 
^ a respected one." 

Harry Grant 

(Milwaukee Journal) 

Volume 1 Number El, 1977 

COW PIE A LA MODE 

those dull dinner parties: look really good, as a cen- 
put a glob of shit on terpiece. These chips are 
the wall. Sooner or later, brought to you from Desert 
someone’s bound to say Pete’s Inc. (4825 North 56 
something conversational Dr., Phoenix, Ariz. 85031), 
like, “Hey there. Now that’s which puts such love into 
the most interesting glob of their products-the cows’ 

while.” Or perhaps a wittier each chip (no two are alike, 
dinner guest will ask, “Did they say, and we believe it!) 
you make that yourself?” and register the owner’s 

Actually it’s not shit, name and address. So, for 
Well, it was once shit. It’s $15, plus $2 for postage and 
what’s known as a cow chip, handling (that’s a cheap fee 
which is dried shit. And you for handling this stuff), 

3L.-f~s 

P*\2k: 

■I-M 

1 


you’ve helped make a great range of Arizona desert safe 
rest easy knowing that for pedestrians. 

Paperweight Art Lightweight 


These are the remains of the and hurt me,” this primitive 

of a handsome, but pitifully up. 

the beginning of feet and weight which, if you haven’t 
rather protuberant buns, figured out, is two-and-a- 
Somewhere along the way half inches tall, costs $25 at 
an upper torso was devel- Rosstudio, 128 East 70 St., 
oped and the basic design New York City, 10021. 
was radically re-arranged to Sorry, no females available, 
produce the upright anthro- --- 

prehistoric species was so Art: Gary Kroman 

















Bare-Assed, Bushy, and $20,000 Richer 

























Boy Scout meetings every Scout camping trips, your 
Friday night and then send precious tykes may not be 


those words, he keeled over 
and died of cardiac arrest. 
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Bizarre Tribal Sex Rites 



Equal Opportunity a Prehistoric Idea? 





WINNER 
TAKES IT 
ALL . . . OFF 
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Will the REAL Doctor 
Fu Manchu Please 
Gel it up? 


olaTrue-lo-Llte 
Evil Oriental Genius! 


byAIHazrad 

























































































































































Rita Hustle 


m 


e at NATIONAL SCREW he 


hen it got right down to it we ret 
tail banged by five drooling sex maniacs 

“Of course I’d fuck A1 Goldstein!” 





holes in Cheerios i 

















Dershowitz’ 

Harry didn’t participate in 
‘ie final editing or produc- 
Dn of the film, and when he 































•there u/is the. 


a giant erector set--tinker-toy -that did 
nothing but make a lot oh -flashy noise 
an i break down. A small -television 
plaqed video-tapes oh religious shows 
-featuring people like TEX WATSON 3 nd # 
CHARLES COLSON explaining hocoChnst 

Had entered their lives. 

It was-the lousg music tbeq plaqed at 
this place that droie me to -find the 
nearest loan 1 was out of moneq so I hit 

TOM WATKINS w for a pggso i cooid go 

loaded He- suggested -Che CAMCUSSartCegar 
B loc&\ best spot. I proceeded to get SMASHED 
A dozen ®)'s later tlois bar started filling 
up with ulf-dos for the SLEAZE CON. 
Suddenly it dawns on me... this stupid^pn- 
Vention is being held bq a bunch of IRW'vo 9 

<sp@S^and TRANSVESTITES Sho 

-thought i-t would be a sick joke to strand 
a couple of straight JtlQEWmDIRIK IPQdClJKS 
down in Wilmington, Delaware. 

LEGS showed up. I -bold him toe had 
news but he didn't mind because Sfimk were 
onlq 30 cents, so he bought six '-’and 
piled each on© on top ofi the other until 
■they -fell all over the bar. Someone had 
told us that no one ever gets thrown out 
of t hec^encusscuice so LEGS was de¬ 
termined to be- the first. The rest of the 
writers who came down to cover the con¬ 
vention arrived, and proceeded to plaq 
^)©bO\VLING PIMbflLL, started^^g^ 
and generally J1CTCX5 GrA2TY. 

LEGS was prettL) disgusted once toe 



tegs bought S beer$ ond sfo .cted one on 
< - , -y-o / 0 the otter. 



.Sleazy punk, uffh Kis ttoo cardboa.ird 
friewds. 


TRANSVESTITES showed up. We finally 
got thrown out when LEGS got /h a 
bunch of fights and started falling on 
the f loor a lot. 

Later we went back to the bar to 
catch the last of the SLEAZE CON 
coo tad partq Ule cajoled two fan so f 

WK 7 [& infcc> k> u M ,n 3 us a ^°P le of ^' 5 * 

Thsn we went "to u>at=cH t^Ks »V\OV! £j3>. 

Theq wens showing Roger Cor man's 

, p^sedout. 

I never did see <^4 ot -fche gnssir movies 

■then showed. I wanted -to. They showed 


Pi a a/ d mow miip imz. 

I WAS A TEENAGE FRANKENSTEIN, 
andCa®aE@B AT? CfflSPS7PG/%3W, 

to name a few. I trussed all ofi-them 


When I woke up I left the smokq 
screening room to meet the. morons who 
actual I q paid *££§5 to attend the sleaze 
disaster. One ofi our fens had purchased 
a SSh^-pack SO f didn't waste anq time 
fi“©0 getting down to business. 

I figured that as long as I bad to spend 
a weekend in this €£KM tMMY PLACE 
I maq as well be too drunk to rememl 
anq of it. What happened after this 
reconstructed -from other people's a. 


I do remember -this big fan of ours 
(dByrtm he called himself at times, at 
other times MARK, 3 t other -times other 
less-memorable titles') horsing around 
with us. I -found out later he uas on 








an ^ < - 0£,s drinking heavily. I 
though t it was pretty he 

picked Op our Publisher; iJZ L), and 
threw him chain on the ground. (°Vfr when 

GEP 9 oC ■*»« and LEGS split, feats 

EDEKSV- 1 was too drunk to notice ang 
-trouble so I staged. (Byron started on me. 
He punched me hard jTOMCH. 

I went down. I staged ■' (gp 


He pumclnedi me fin the s-fe/wxc^. 
I k/e.m+- down. 


Some people helped me up. He started 

to push «e tmnUk WINDOW "ho throw me out 

People noticed mg predicament and got 
me out of there.. Good thing, too, 'cause 
I was too ■sggMaM): to take care of 


got down to the street and 
t got Z 353 SG- TV:- gog gelled, 

"hey!gi ddada road, Asshole / vw wa/wa 

^So I screamed 

and twen tg 

fc of nowhere to 
into the car 'cause I 


didn't want to get beast up- dnca / got 
into the car I fe/t uerg aggressive. 
"MAR! / PORT WART A ® TROUBLE BUT IF HE WARTS 

TO START SOHTTHINb, MAR I'LL KILL HIM!’ _ 

TLL FUCKHJ KILL HIM!" €P> 


AH of this /s verg out of character 
tor me. I'm a nonviolent person. I Just 
had to get drunk out of muf mind to 
keep my samtg. 

I got out of the car an d made. 
friends with the greasers.. tfrKA CkSh 
-theg call them down- there... and we /eft. 


^(oj^ cm the idea 
girl mg first night a 
She drove me to her 
bouse. When I heard 
be-mq BEATEN UP or 
i voied CGC 5 GG x 
I slept over at some 


The 




REALLY boring, 
happen were tha/ 
bg (gXyJO magazu 


iSHOCKEQf 

1 drink again. 
R/C^PKJPLE’S^se. 

Saturddcy, UJ3S 
£>nlcj gocx^ trhmgs to 
I got: /otenv//euj»s<d 

and TOM WATKIN5 tok 

anIEJXIPlENSirm 


The onlc] pe<pp\e toho attended this 
Stupid convention were cedple ■ 

©news, news papers. gjg@gg^^g§ 

WEwJoRi 4 @up. PLAYBOY, TFWGS, 

etc, its. The SLEAZE CON itself was a 


No “people" came, just a-few dozen 
curious souls. The real audience -for Sleaze 


is -the hiow that /'m on the inside 

of this business I'm sure, of it: journalists 

are the SlfrAZd EST. 


At -the movies that night I watched 
dCot&H(kbterr J to Cdie., which was prettg 
good, and , (jjhlch was so 

boring I -fell asleep hstfwag through, . 
tUher I woke up some friends fromyg^ 
showed up... Rstobie and Chris from -pne 
reek group QT 033 CQ, Anga Phillips and 
Martg Thau. I started dnnking^egaiir) Ute 
drove out to sms ’’f 
LEGS picked up a chick and danced 
h her while / p'aged^aT^^^gJ 







With Chris and Ptebbie. Ule got euen more- 
bored so uae. decided to leave- We dropped 

LEGS off at his motel- 

Back atQ3GS32C0S> we were 

still cored. Chris suggested kidnapping 
LEGS- An^a loYed the idea so we borjj, 

rowed some other nglon T5 foC<,yGS. 

grabbed seme bags of 
and drone away- 

Ule tried to get into LEGS’S room. 

No ftok. UM went to my room. I opened 

m LEGS was on the bed SCREWING 

the girl / I gelled for the people to threw 
the ice water but thsg were too 

to look... so theg mssod. 

I ran into the room."WtJ®‘B8t Cfl0BOO33 

'? 7 ©C 7 caoesaB/ W 5 ® gozjoss®/ 8 ® 

I picked op a bag and bit LEGS, and 

ran out the door. HS"' LEGS pulled 
Cin some panto andcnasas me around 
the motel First he tried to BEAT ME 
(MITE H/S BELT, -then he -tried to BRAIN 
ME WITH A CHAIR. 


y^^gffE@CR\ s D»aa |fl|I 

1W®©? I'LL GET you BACK SOMEDAY 1 }. 


Sundag was the^/-AtnT5>. The onlg 
^00(3 'thioq •that happened ujas -that mcf 
■friend &$$$ shpujed up /\_s soon as she 


decided to leans. 

Judy and l staged far the MISS SLEAZE 

PAGEANT. 

This was the ($W 6 HLIGHi of toe 

eeriuehtion The judges sat in front of 
everyone They n vrcducep me 
editor ‘ Pnom 'M£W)?&£lK CffV’ 1 
This got o> lesfe of applause 

Then® were "three judges... Me-s Bc3/e, 
a btaok transv/est-te, a^<3 Z^[l. There 
were -three Contestants . truuo ra"ther- 
Unattraetu/e 0 irls an<3 a transvestite 
curfcb a poodle arc 3 a mous-tache • UJe ha<3 
■feo ask -them {J) questions, so f 

asheb the stupidest questions I czxjIc^ 
like: "DO VOU HAVE? AMY SPECIAL-tf/M,BRltfC 
Of course none of them did. 

I toted -tor one of the girls but Edie 
and the cross-dresser voted against 
me, so the unshaven transmstite man. 
Uben they took the w.r,ngrs picture uiifcb 
the judges it tried to put its arm 
around me and / almost c^PUHGIED 
its face in. 



I'm sorry I ever attended, 
thing happened fn/e. years 
really m » t „ , v o iri ,' “ k * 
doesn't make it any 


Alls SVeLie. I oArwosT•puncLecl he.tr 


<3n -the trannde borne c9C?0??and I 
mere interviewed by some guy ulho 
wanted to know what our Ast/or.- te 
@®Cb©§|(g> were LUe got drunk on 
the tram, staggered off) and went 
home. Boy. was I glad ffCH/Aff was over. 
















































SAVES5980! 


Difficult, you say? Not at all! In fact, you’ll be amazed when you see just how easy 


For just $500.00 per issue, a member of NATIONAL SCREW’S salacious staff will 
personally deliver your subscription to your door. That adds up to a whopping 
$6,000.00 for one year’s worth of the world’s greatest magazine. BUT. . . 

. . . the U.S. Post Office has agreed to let their staff do the work, for a mere $1.66% 
per copy, or $20.00 for a full year. And you’ll save $5,980.00 each and every year 
that you subscribe to NATIONAL SCREW. 

It’s so simple you must be amazed that no other magazine offered it before— 
maybe that’s because no other magazine likes you as much as NATIONAL SCREW. 
So act today, while $5,980.00 is still worth something. 


Yes, I want to save $5,980.00 a year. 

_12 issues for $20 



City__ 

State_Zip. 


Make check or money order payable to: NATIONAL SCREW. 
Mail subscription to: NATIONAL SCREW 
120 Enterprise Avenue, Secaucus, N.J. 07094. 

(For subscription mailed to other than theU.S., Canada, 


















































THE ART OF ANALINGUS 

















And she will sit upon the very face of the King. 










































































































































































































































Fashion centers in New 
York, Paris, and Warsaw are 
still in shock over the recent 
show by Goldstein, whose 
revolutionary style has hit 
with all the impact oi raw 
meat thrown into a cage oi 
vegetarians. 

For example, this splendid 
piece from the Goldstein 
Collection features the 
world's greatest logo in four 
rich, almost Fauvist hues 
against a backdrop of bold 
white. In the most daring 
move of all, Goldstein con¬ 
structed the back of the shirt 
in a solid field of the same, 
bold white. The neck hole is 
being viewed as a gesture to 
appease traditionalists. 

Goldstein, a true showman 
like all great designers, con¬ 
cluded his showing of this 
particular item by drowning 
the model. 

The only question remain¬ 
ing in the wake of this Gold¬ 
stein triumph: how many 
will be daring enough to 
buy it? 



Yes, I'm daring enough to wear the best. 

Make check or money order payable to: NATIONAL 
SCREW . Mail to: NATIONAL SCREW, 116 W. Fourteenth 
Street, New York, NY 10011. Please allow 4-6 weeks 


Size: □ Small □ Med. □ Large □ X-Lar. 


D 1 for $4.95 $_ 

□ 3 for $11.95 $_ 

N.Y. Residents add 8% Sales Tax $_ 

Shipping and Handling $_ 

ENCLOSED: $_ 
























8 slates are arrest-free. 
Free the rest. 

In Oregon, 

Alaska, 

Maine, 

'''Colorado, 

[California, 

Ohio, 

South Dakota 
and Minnesota, 
marijuana smokers 
are no longer arrested. 

The National Organization for the Reform 
of the Marijuana Laws (NORML) played a key 
role in this change. But arrests continue 
in most states. Help us 
help you stay out of Jail. 

Join NORML 



Money is needed 
to finish the job 
once and for all. 


noj0L 

2317 M STREET, N.W., WASHINGTON, D.C. 20037 

□ Enclosed is $15 annual membership fee (students $10). 
You'll get a subscription to THE LEAFLET, Special Re¬ 
ports, Action Alerts, unique product offerings, a NORML 
pin, and...more! 

□ I'm not a joiner, but here's a contribution $- 

Send the following NORML items. Sales proceeds help, too. 

_LAPEL PINS @ $1 00 each 

_STICKERS @ 2 for $ 1.00 STAMPS @ $ 1 00 per sheet 

® _T-SHIRT @ $4.50 each S M I_XI_ 


"“CPI 
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